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are said to come out in our dreams, though
we can't recognize them.

*' And yet, you know, I don't quite believe it.
It seems to me only half true. Consciousness
is something more than a pond in which our
true selves are dimly and brokenly reflected.
It too is something that we have to satisfy.
It makes demands that we can't refuse;
it's royal and we must obey. Nowadays it's
the fashion to believe something different.
One man says, distrust the consciousness;
another says we're merely gregarious animals,
animals that hunt together; another says
that our true life is only revealed in our
dreams. It's all renegade, all treachery.
They're trying to rush us back to the animal.
We can't be animal, or if we can, we shall be
like the dog that returns to its own vomit.
Two Peter, two, twenty-two, I can't forget
that text: ' And the sow that hath been
washed to wallow in the mire/ WeVe been
washed. And then there's the other side,
the people who imagine they inherit the tradi-
tion and safeguard it; pose themselves as
the bodyguard of civilization. They're the
worst humbugs, the pure intellectualists.
People who pretend that there's no right or
wrong because you can't prove it. I don't